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        Can a siren's revenge lead to her finding something sweeter?

      

        

      
        Nadda swore revenge on the sailors who caught her sister in a net and destroyed her life. Now she's determined to return and use her siren song to enact her vengeance.

      

        

      
        When she captures Saf with her magic, she starts to realise that her plan might not go exactly the way she wants it to, and she has to decide what's more important - her past or her future.

        -

        Lair Of The Siren is part of the Forgotten Gods series and is based on Egyptian mythology. It is based on the Legend Of El Naddaha and includes an m/f romance.

      

        

      
        If you enjoy Egyptian mythology, gods and goddesses, quests and adventures, and a modern setting, then you should start the Forgotten Gods series!
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            A  Note On The Gods & Goddesses Of The Forgotten Gods Universe

          

        

      

    

    
      Due to the span of Ancient Egyptian history, many gods and goddesses took on multiple roles over the span of time. In most cases, the gods and goddesses in the fictional Forgotten Gods Universe have been given one of their various aspects. The family links the Ancient Egyptians formed between their gods weren't meant to represent blood family, but aspect ties. This is why many of the gods and goddesses are consorts with their siblings. In the context of the Forgotten Gods Universe, none of the gods are related to one another by blood, but many choose to create family bonds.

      You can see a full list of Gods & Goddesses in the Forgotten Gods Universe, as well as other definitions and information, on my website.
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      The port was full of different boats and sailors, but none of them were the ship I was looking for, the one that had destroyed my life and changed everything for me.

      When I found that ship, the crew would regret the day they messed with sirens.

      I let out a sigh. If it wasn't here, then I'd have to come back another day. With nothing else for it, I dove beneath the waves, kicking my feet and using my magic to guide me through the sea. It wasn't as deep as it could get further out, but even here the sea seemed endless. There was something about the possibility of what I might find in the depths, as well as the fear of what might find me, that always lingered in my mind.

      I lifted my hand to my neck and touched the pendant hanging there. Pain lanced through me in response, but it was nothing to do with the seashell necklace itself, and all to do with the constant reminder that I'd lost my sister nearly three years ago, and it had been the sailors on the ship I was looking for who had taken her from me.

      The pain hardened and turned to stone within me, feeding the burning desire for revenge that hadn't cooled once in that time. I'd make them pay for what they did.

      A small voice in the back of my mind knew that wouldn't bring my sister back, but giving up on the plan to take something from the sailors felt like it would be giving up on the memory of Anippe, and I wasn't ready to do that.

      The water around me shifted into a striking shade of blue, with light glimmering through the water as I grew closer to my destination. The former city of Thonis-Heracleion appeared in front of me, with the immense statues littering the seabed no longer standing gloriously in squares and temples. The collapse of the city into the sea and the intervening years had taken their toll on the expertly carved marble, but they still remained a sight to behold.

      My heart squeezed tightly as I remembered all of the times I'd come with Anippe to explore the ruins. My sister had always claimed to be looking for sparkling treasure, but I knew it was more than that. Anippe had always been searching for stories of a time long ago when the world had been different and people had told tales of the gods without knowing that they were real.

      Fish swam past the nose of a great Pharaoh, while a small shark hunted through the stone steps of a ruined temple. The city must have been magnificent in years gone by, but now it was forgotten beneath the waves.

      I passed through the ruins, trying to barely pay any attention to them. It would only hurt me if I lingered here and recalled specific memories, which was something I didn't really want to do.

      My legs burned, and the magic within me was growing more and more depleted as the saltwater became fresher where it mixed with the Nile. The current also grew stronger, causing plantlife to drift from side to side as if dancing, but it didn't faze me. I'd swum in much more dangerous waters than these and lived to tell the tale.

      It was a relief when the landscape of the seabed gave way into a riverbed, with the roots of reeds lining each side. A shadow passed overhead, and I looked up to see a crocodile moving across the surface of the water, swishing its tail as it powered through the water. It either had no idea I was there or had no interest in me. It probably didn't matter which as long as it didn't decide to try and eat me. I might be an immortal demi-god, but a crocodile making me its lunch would still do the trick when it came to dying.

      There were bigger risks than crocodiles to me, though it had thankfully been a long time since there'd been any hippos living in this part of the Nile. The main risk came from hurting myself on one of the boats or being spotted by a fisherman and having to explain what I was doing in the water without revealing my true nature. Though if it came to it, I would be able to use my voice in order to get out of the predicament.

      My entire body was exhausted by the time I arrived back at my home. It was a long way out to the sea from here, but despite searching, I'd never found anywhere I felt safe enough to create a lair closer to it, so this was where I stayed. I was exhausted. My shoulders ached, my legs burned, and my stomach rumbled with unsatisfied hunger.

      I ignored all of that and located the opening in the left bank of the river. I swam forward and brushed away the reeds, creating a space large enough for me to slip through, but not big enough for anything else to stumble upon it accidentally. That, and the fact that the entrance to my cave was only accessible by being fully submerged in the Nile, meant that this was the perfect place to live away from others, and from where I could exact my revenge.

      I twisted and contorted my body through the small tunnel, coming out into a pool of river water. I headed to the edge and pulled myself out of the water and into the cave properly. The rocky floor of the cave scraped across my skin, reminding me that I should do something about it, but I always forgot as soon as I was doing something else.

      Most people probably wouldn't like living in a cave that came with a pool of river water, but I wasn't most people. Everything was rudimentary, having been created from items that I could get from the river or scavenge to bring in, but it was home.

      My gaze drifted to one of the two entrances that led to caves for sleeping.

      It had been Anippe's home at one point too. Tears pricked the corners of my eyes as I thought about my sister and her fate, followed by anger at myself for not having come any closer to avenging her. But I would get there. No matter how long it took.
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      The hot afternoon sun had given way to something more moderate by the time I emerged from the waters of the Nile. My white dress clung to my body, exaggerating every curve in a way that was supposed to make me more enticing to my prey. I pushed a strand of my long hair out of the way, wishing it was shorter, but knowing that this was also supposed to be part of my allure. When an older siren had taught me all of this, I'd dismissed a lot of it and said that I would never need to use my powers. She'd responded that one day, I'd want to.

      She was right.

      I briefly wondered where she was now. Some people considered us to be demons, but technically, we were just like all other offspring of a mortal and a god. We were immortal, but not immune to harm, and we had excess magic that others didn't. My siren teacher was probably somewhere out there, maybe on the banks of the Nile, maybe on another river somewhere. Or she could have left the water to live her life. She'd have to return sometimes to reconnect with her magic, but she could do a lot on land.

      I let my mind wander as I stood alone on the bank. Birds and other wildlife chattered around me, going about their lives as if a creature of such a dangerous nature wasn't lurking in their midst. No doubt they could sense that I wasn't a danger to them, and if truth were to be told, I had no idea if I could even use my magic on animals. I'd never used it on a human, so I'd never even thought to try on anything else.

      The local animals were also probably used to me. Having abandoned my search for the ship that had stolen my sister from me, I was resorting to other plans, and this one involved standing on the edge of the Nile each day for the past week, hoping to find my quarry.

      A heron flew overhead, but I paid it no mind, continuing my vigil and hoping that it would be worth it this time. The wind whispered past me, bringing the sound of voices along with it.

      I opened my mouth, fully intending to allow my voice to ring out and sing the words that would capture the people those voices belonged to in my thrall. Except there were too many of them, and I wasn't sure of my limits. I might not even be able to capture so many people at once.

      Instead of using my magic, I sank back into the waters of the Nile, disguised by the plants and creatures which called the river home, and by the fact that no one expected there to be a siren lurking in wait for them.

      The strangers passed, and I was relieved to see that none of their faces were familiar. One of them could be one of the men who hauled my sister onto the deck during a storm and sailed away, leaving me without the only family I had. Or they might have information that would lead me to the culprits. But equally, they might not, and that wasn't a risk I was necessarily willing to take.

      Once they'd left, I reemerged from the waters and restarted my wait for answers.

      It wasn't long before a lone man appeared. He was too far away for me to make out his features, but it wouldn't do any harm to ask him some questions, and that was better than simply letting the opportunity pass me by.

      As he grew closer, I got a better look at him, giving me cause to think that he might have the answers I need. He was tall and broad, not unlike the men who had been on the ship that night.

      I started to sing, my siren song echoing around me. It started soft and low, building until it was something that couldn't be ignored, a powerful summons full of mourning, promise, and more. Even if it was a sad song, it would be impossible to ignore. And even if the man managed to walk past me today, he would likely find himself drawn back to this spot later. It had been a long time since I'd used my gift, and there was definitely a chance that I was a little rusty at it. Especially as I'd most used it on my sister as practice.

      Luck seemed to be on my side, and the man changed direction, heading towards me without a hint of hesitation. I didn't stop singing, willing him to come closer with my words and sealing his fate with each note that passed my lips.

      A small tendril of guilt bloomed within me, but I squashed it down, not wanting to give it space to get between me and my goal. There was no time for such sentimentalities when it came to revenge.

      My whole body vibrated with the power of my song, and while I'd originally planned to simply ask the man my questions and then drown him, now that I was faced with doing that, I wasn't sure I felt like it was the best plan that I had.

      The man reached the riverbank, and I realised that it was time to decide what I was doing, whether I was ready for that or not. Maybe it would be better to take him back to my cave and ask him my questions there, then decide what I was going to do.

      To my surprise, the man hesitated for a moment, but it vanished when he stepped into the water. No doubt his free will had overridden my magic for a brief second. It wasn't all that common, but it wasn't unheard of either, particularly when the siren was as out of practice at singing as I was.

      My voice was wearing thin by the time the river was up to his knees, and I crooked my finger in order to entice him closer at the same time.

      He waded deeper, his gaze boring into me and making me feel as if I were the only thing he could see. Which was how it was supposed to be. My song had him in a trance, and it would centre his entire world around me.

      Once the man was standing in front of me, I finally stopped singing. My dress floated across the surface of the water, giving me an ethereal look that was supposed to add to my allure. I knew my magic was in the power of my voice, not in what I looked like, but looking the part helped me to feel as if I was using it properly.

      He was a handsome man, with dark brown eyes and a chiselled, clean-shaven jaw. It was hard to pinpoint his age. He looked as if he should be in his thirties, but there was something in his eyes that suggested a much longer life. I supposed that wasn't impossible, it was just unlikely. We were far away from any of the temples where the gods actually spent any time, so the chances of him being one were slim. A demi-god was possible, but it still seemed unlikely.

      "Who are you?" the man asked, surprising me that he'd spoken first. I must be truly out of practice to have forgotten how all of this works.

      "El Naddaha," I responded. "You can call me Nadda." It was a silly thing to say, especially when he was just a means to an end, but it seemed rude not to introduce myself.

      "Nadda." There was a hint of surprise in his voice, but it was probably just my imagination.

      "What's your name?" I asked, instantly regretting it when I realised how much harder it was going to be to drown him if I knew his name. But it was too late now. I'd asked, and he would answer, the magic required him to.

      "Sobekemsaf," he responded.

      I raised an eyebrow. "An old name."

      "I come from a traditional family. They call me Saf."

      I nodded, wondering precisely what he meant by that. Were they traditional in their choice of name? Or was there more to it when it came to their beliefs? I supposed that to some extent, it didn't matter much.

      "We're going to go beneath the surface now, Saf," I said, instead of asking him further questions about his identity.

      A brief hint of fear entered his eyes, but it disappeared again so quickly that I doubted whether it had ever actually been there.

      "Don't worry," I said, knowing that my siren song would echo the words within him until they were true. "This won't hurt at all."

      I leaned forward so that I could press my lips against his, giving him the ability to breathe underwater. The enchantment would only last for an hour or so, but that would be more than enough time for us to return to my cave where he wouldn't need the spell any more.
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